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GROTTO
OF
OUR
At

Franz Werfel displays in a delicate and convincng
manner the work of a creator. He is not a ina
true
sense a creator, for a creator is one who

makes

some-

thing out of nothing. He made a symphony of prose
when he took the beautiful, world-beloved story of a
girl’s vision and undying faith and changed it to a
melody of creative genius. His Song of Bernadette vi-

brates in the memory like

a piece

of

unforgetable

music.
The story of Bernadette is as simple as it is beautiful. Bernadette, an uneducated, fourteen-year-old,
French peasant girl lived in poverty with her family
on the outskirts of Lourdes.
One day on an errand

to the hills she stopped to rest beside a grotto, used
for city refuse. It was cool here and the deep
shadows of the recess were a welcome relief from the
midday sun.
Gradually as her eyes became accustomed to the blackness, a golden radiance appeared.
She closed her eyes, rubbed them, opened

Nevertheless,
she

continued

what

she

to stare

saw

remained.

at it, and

as she

them again.

Fascinated,
did, it sud-

denly took the form of a beautiful, smiling figure, a
woman of exquisite beauty, dressed in snowy white
and iridescent blue.

Page two

LADY

Mount

St.

John

Terrified at first, she was surprised to see her
fear melt and a warm flood of affection and trust
surge through her, as if her very soul was gently
opened to admit the whole universe. Bernadette alone
saw the beautiful lady, the vision of marvelous kindness. Her eyes were pure and saw what others did
not

see.

In her unassumng manner she did not hide the
vision and keep it to herself. But when she admitted it in childish simplicity, she brought down upon herself forces that would have broken the ordinary mortal. There were reasons for discrediting a
miracle, and ingenious and cruel attempts were made
for proving the girl a fraud. But the miracle-working
powers of that sanctified spot soon produced intangible evidence in actual cures as pilgrimages were
made to the grotto. The simple people of France believed in her.

The Song of Bernadette is a work of beauty, the
strong all-embracing beauty that springs from a com-

plete understanding of the infinite variations of the
human
magic.

soul.

It is a radiant novel

with

a touch

—BEATRICE

SAVERI

of

University of Daylen
EXPONENT
VOL

TO

XLIV

FEBRUARY,
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NATURE
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No.

POET

We

Against

Indeed,

Mr.

Wordsworth,

I

lieve you have never been equaled
in taking a simple object in Nature, ana by casting your poetical
powers upon it, transforming it into something
that
one
never
thought it to be. Such is your
gift, Mr. Wordsworth.

your presence.

outlined the role that Nature has
played in your life. you speak of the
“coarser pleasures” of your boyish
days, “And their glad animal movements.” Indeed, you do not bemoan their dying away, for, as you

for “I have wandered

lonely as a cloud, that floats on
high o’er hills and vales,” and it
must needs be that I should express
myself
concerning
the
relative
merit of your legacy to mankind.
And oh! Mr. Wordsworth, I find
it hard to do so, for I admire the

greater part of your poetry a great
deal. I know you were accused of
being impregnated with a “pantheistic transcendentalism” and of being identified with the idiot boy in
your poem of the same name.

In

“Tintern Abbey”

you

have

say:
—
—
—
— IJ have learned
To look on nature, not as in the
hour
Of thoughtless youth: but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity.
And later, you refer to nature as
The
anchor
of
my __ purest
thoughts, the muse,
The guide, the guardian of my
heart,

Yet even I, Mr. Wordsworth,
must confess that not all of your
work is delectable to my _ tastes.
Your larger poems are drab and or-

And soul of all my moral being.
The
ence

theme of the moral influof nature is
dominant

dinary, and it was a sorry day when

throughout your companion poems

you undertook to compose those
tedious poems, and your prose is exceedingly dry. But your lot was to

“Expostulation and Reply” and
“The Tables Turned.”
I might
term it your favorite theme.
In
the first, you emphasize Nature’s

write

about

nature,

the

outward

expression of the plan in the Divine Mind.
And in this “field”
your poetical powers are focused to
the quintessence of distinctiveness.

influence on the passive mind, especially in these lines:
The

see:

impress

be-

essay, whether it be to heaven, hell,
or purgatory.
lor you see, Mr.
Wordsworth, there is quite a controversy regarding your final resting place. but,in Christian charity,
we send this essay via your “ethereal minstrel, pilgrim ot the sky” to
the celestial city with the fond
hope that its flight terminates in
Will you pardon my audacity, Mr.

or with our will

Nor less I deem that there are
Powers
Which of themselves our minds

An appreciation of Wordsworth.

Wordsworth,

cannot bid the ear be still

Our bodies feel, where’er they be,

© By Joun Powers

I know not where to address this

2

eye - it cannot choose but

That we can feed this
ours

mind

of

In a wise passiveness.
In

the

second,

the

active

is suggested, when

you

friend

books,

to leave

Nature

his

attitude

tell
and

your
let

be his guide for

She has a world of real wealth
Our minds and hearts to bless

Spontaneous
wisdom
breathed
by health,
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.
In another gem, “Three Years
She Grew,” you carry your doctrine

still further when

you assert that

the beauty of nature will become
a part of him who
“has communion with her visible forms,” to
use Bryant’s lines.
Have I made
a mistake,

interpreting

Mr.

these

Wordsworth,

lines

in

in_

this

their

state

manner?

The floating clouds
shall lend

‘To her: for her the willow bend:
Nor shall she fail to see
Even in the motions of

the

storm
Grace that shall mould the maid-

en’s form
By silent sympathy.

And beauty born of murmuring
sound
Shall pass

into

her face.

“Lines Written in Early
an excellent example of
that all created things
bound by bonds of love

Spring” is
the belief
should be
to Nature
Page three

and to God. You also lament the

was

sorrow which has befallen man because of the ignoring of “Nature’s
holy plan.” You cast forth picture
after picture which explains what

of life, and reducing men to mere
entities.

this plan

I interpreted

is. Have

these lines correctly?
To her fair works
link

The human
me ran:
this

If

that

soul

belief

did

Nature

from

heaven

be

In your “Intimations of Immor-

master
paint with
tality’ you
strokes the picture of one whose ap-

of nature has degener-

ated, and now looks back on child-

hood to discover again the joy,
and moral — uplift,
enthusiasm,

which formerly the communion

of

Nature had given him, for earthly attractions have tightened their
grasp over the child during his development. Indeed, is not this the

plaintive cry in these lines?
— — — Why, O Child, do you
Endowed as you are with heav-

enly Knowledge and glory

Strive to become the slave of
Nature.
But you come to the conclusion
that this love of Nature is only
deepened by age because of the
“philosophic mind” which permits
serious love of

Nature.

Let me terminate this little
evaluation by citing an example
which
whole

seems
to destroy
your
theory about the moral up-

lift of Nature, and finally, by cityour “chef-d’oeuvre” in my eyes, to

prove that it was merely

a blund-

er caused by momentary

passion.

The example I refer to is found
in

“The

With

World

Us.” The

Is

Too

Much

first part of your

sonnet is fine, in which you

de-

nounce in acrimonious terms the
commercialism of the age which

Page four

worn,

Or

the sea:

hear old

Triton

blow

his

wreathed horn.
Didn’t you think that the Christian
systeny most fully accomplishes
what paganism could never do —

If such be Nature’s holy plan,

mature, and

side

Have sight of Proteus rising from

Have I not reason to lament
What Man has made of Man?

a more

the beautiful

Apparently, you give indications
of a poor comprehension of the nature of Christianity when you said:
Great God! I’d rather be
A Pagan suckled in a creed out-

through

sent,

preciation

strangling

uniting the divine and human, visible and invisible into a true harmony and happpy
synthesis.
It
shows us how the natural order is
united with the supernatural order
by strong links. And
you,
Mr.
Wordsworth, would prefer to be a
pagan. To me it is the one serious
blunder in the formulation of your
doctrine. The very idea of going
to the pagans for your inspiration
of Nature seems to be in direct antithesis to the doctrine you have
propounded in your other poems.
But let us pass over this error,
brought about perhaps by the folly
of passion.

In concluding, Mr. Wordsworth,
I hope I have not offended you by
adverse criticisms.
Surely, I have
not been as abusive as your contemporary, Mr. Jeffries. But really,
I wish it were possible for you to
revisit this terrain, to patch up
that one serious rent you have
made in the dress of your moral
doctrine of Nature.
But, at any
rate,

Mr.

Wordsworth,

I

power:

Whose everlasting purposes embrace
All accidents, converting them to
good.
*
THE

Ok

ALBERT EMANUEL
LIBRARY

Complete in classic stateliness, this
shrine
Of learning stands — reality
from dream,

Fair-set

mid

modern

A columned

ness to Nature,

And
gate
For wisdom that from
shall never swerve;

are constantly near

And worship’st at the Temple’s
inner shrine,
God being with
know it not.

“groves

of Academe’;

Let me cite a final example
which offsets the blunder in the
passionate sonnet just referred to.
In “It Is a Beautiful Evening”
there is no evidence of passion getting the
better
of you,
but
throughout there is displayed a
calmness which enhances its beauty
and charm.
You outline the picture of a beautiful calm evening,
with the sinking down of the broad
sun in its tranquillity. Then you say
that it reminds you of young
people, who because of their closeto God.
Is not this the meaning
in the lines?
Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom
all the year:

believe

that you have understood Nature
better than any poet.
Of course
I make allowance for the eternal
questions of taste. And I hope
that this understanding of Nature
has led you to the possession of
that Being, of whom you write
that He is
Of
infinite benevolence and

temple to the Muses

Nine,

A home

for Attic lore, for things

divine;

A hallowed place, where master-spirits seem
To live again, that we may
catch the gleam

Of gifted minds, which down the
ages shine.
Within

this shrine, to Letters con-

secrate,

Book-loving

hearts

and

_rever-

ent hands shall seek
minister to all who seeks

its

truth

Souls thus made strong, shall bear
after its fame

Through long, long years, to bless
thee

when

we

the

donor’s

name.

—(Anon.) (1936)

EDUCATION OF GIRLS IN THE
NINETEENTH CENTURY

Munster Farm at Cork. The AL
bert Institute gave general agricul-

Coed,

ster Farm trained girls as dairymaids for the butter making industry.

compare your lot with your sister of other days

@ By Sue

to choose their own

clothes,

spend their own money, and select
their own friends. At times they
even managed to go riding or
dancing without a chaperon.
It
was,

cation

however,

in the

that

they made

progress.

field

of edu-

the

most

actly what took place and _ various
laws were passed through _parliament to further the emancipation
of women. Perhaps the most publicized and hated law was the one
which permitted women to enter
into the arena of men’s work and
furthermore to clainy the wages as
their own. These two factors encouraged ambitious girls to seek a
better education as a means toward
freedom and happiness in their future life.
Up

to this time

vocation

of

the

only

women

ac-

was

teaching and they were usually
hired as governesses to teach in
private homes. At this period in

history
passed

It was soon evident in this industrial period, that a purely literary education was not sufficient
if young women were to take their
places in business and to compete
with men.
Previously education
had been merely to master the

three R’s. Following this the girls
of poorer families were taught the
domestic duties of cleaning homes

and the buying and preparing of
food.

The

homes

were taught music, dancing,

language

the Education Act was
which
opened
public

schools.
This enabled more girls
to be taught and opened up many

new positions for teachers,

and

girls

of

the

wealthy

fine sewing.

In

1890 the Royal Commission
on ‘Technical Education made a
survey and then advised that it

would

Up to this time all higher education for women had been opposed by the government. It was
said the men of the country opposed woman’s education because
they knew that with equal intellifence the fairer sex would soon demand equal rights. This was ex-

cepted

instruction

while

the Mun-

SnypER

During the latter part of the
nineteenth century there was a definite change in the social life of
young women in England. Some
of the older ways of doing things
had disappeared and young girls
were able, for the first time, to
meet on an equal basis. The young
women immediately took the opportunity to read the newspapers
and current books. They were allowed

tural

be better for

the

poorer

gitls to be able to have some studies
in the finer arts, the wealthy girls
to learn something of domestic
atts, but that above all every girl
should learn something that would
enable her to earn her own living.
The

government

made

little ef-

fort toward establishing schools for
technical training, other than the
charitable institutions which trained
industrial workers. There were two
institutions initiated by private en-

terprise which I will mention.
There were the Peoples’ Palace and
the Polytechnic of London which
combined, in both day and night

classes, technical and primary education. Instruction

was

given

in

housewifery, nursing, and commercial subjects necessary for Civil
Service. Young
married women
who couldn’t afford tuition fees
were benefited by lectures provided
by the Birmingham: Ladies’ Associ-

Very little was done in England
to aid industrial education as compared with the progress abroad.
In order to show a contrast let us
examine a few of the schools in
other countries which were operated by subsidies from the state.
The Ecole Professional Managers in Paris trained
girls
from
twelve to fifteen years of age in

sewing, cooking, and laundry. The
school

was

from

patronized

the working

by

girls

classes.

‘The

Martinere School at Lyons was
similar, but gave more advanced

training.

There

were

four

Elsie

Lemoinne schools in Paris which
gave a three year course in cam:
mercial studies such as bookkeeping, drawing, and painting.
There were a number of successful schools in Germany.
The
Deutlingen taught domestic economy, the Commercial and Indus-

trial at Berlin provided for a business

education,

the farm

school

at

Konighorst and Heinrichsthal for
farm management, and the school
at Schonach gave instruction in
strawplaiting.
Austria.

was

famous

for

her

schools in Tyrol which taught workshop methods.
Belgium had schools for the previously mentioned subjects, but
was chiefly known
for her six
schools in Antwerp and _ Liege

where
In

lace making
Italy

there

was
was

taught.
only

one

aion.

school for girls giving technical instruction.
It was in Milan and
gave excellent training in graphic

The only part of the United
Kingdom
where state assistance
was given was in Ireland. The

tricity.

Commissioners
neation Board

systems and the elements of elec-

of the National Edestablished the AI-

bert Institute near Dublin and the
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GOING

WEST

much we owe in gratitude to the
pioneer. It is a book I’m glad I
took time to read; it was time well
spent.

@ By Liz Aspury
Being a glimpse at a story about

the frontier

It was recently, over two cups of
coffee and during the wee hours of
a morning that a friend and I kept
each other awake with dissertations
on our philosophies of life. As is
most probable at such an hour,
our conversation strayed from the
Socratic line to the absurd. My
friend

made

the

statement,

“If it

were a thing one could choose, I'd
have chosen to be born during the
covered-wagon days”.
I, a_ great
lover of the bathtub, coca-cola, and
Charles Boyer, disagreed vehment-

ly. But my arguments seemed futile as she pointed out how soft
the human race had become with
modern

conveniences

day, man
members
however,
piece of
Giants in

and

how,

to-

is too busy to even know
of his family well. Now,
I’ve found my _ perfect
propaganda in Rolvaag’s
the Earth.

Certainly,

no one could

read of

experienced

by the

the hardships

Norse emigrants on their trip by
wagon and ox from Minnesota to
Dakota and not be thankful to be
living today. Not only was it a
slow journey; it was a dangerous
one. Always there were the fears
of becoming lost from the unrouted way, fear of illness and of Indians.

But

Per

Hansa,

as

he

led

the oxen which took his small family westward, seemed seldom despondent or afraid. Truly, he was
a natural pioneer. He held much
hope in his heart as he saw promise of success in the rich earth and
stout trees. Even after having toiled with
plements

crude, back-breaking imfrom: dawn to dusk only

to have nature with her drought
and insects destroy his crops, he
gave up not for one minute. His

The

marvelous

contrast

between

the expectant Per Hansa and _ his
fearful wife, Beret, is perhaps the
most striking feature of the story.

Hungering for the familiar places,
the home ways and treasured articles she could not take in their
prairie schooner, Beret represents
the person not born to open new
pathways to civilzation. Not only
was there terror in the new country
and its foreign ways for Beret, but
also what must have been pure
panic of bearing a child in this
desolated area. Her dismay was not
for

the

unborn

child,

but

also

for

her two children for whom she had
made many plans. I agree with her.
That mode of living could not
yield the fine dreams she had in
mind. It was tragic to go step by
step with Beret as she was driven
out of her mind.
I was amused when Per Hansa
built his house
and
included
a
room: for Rosie, the cow. Of course,

upon Rosie rested their health and
livelihood

and

she

rightfully

took

her place of honor in the family.
To counter-balance the lonliness
and disappointments of the story,
were the antics of the two children.
As happy as a-small boy of today
with his electric train was Hans
Olsa when he discovered a new
way of hoeing potatoes. It was interesting to read the unusual ways
of playing and inventing the children had.
Their little sorrows,
jealousies and joys were a welcome

relief from the main trend of the
plot.
Giants in the Earth was written
by a person of great sympathy, ten-

war was with nature, not with man.

derness and fellow-feeling. The au-

To

thor’s character becomes more obvious with each chapter.
Besides

survive,

he had

her every weapon
for

it.

Page six

to anticipate

and be prepared

telling his story well, he shows how

As a footnote to
will be interesting for
know who the writer
the Earth was. Ole

this article it
the reader to
of Giants in
Edvart Rol-

vaag was born in Norway in 1876
and came to this country at the
age of twenty. He went out to
Minnesota, worked on a farm and
later went to St. Olaf College,
Northfield,

Minnesota,

he graduated

from

in 1905.

which

Until the

time of his death in 1931

he was

professor of Scandinavian literature
at St. Olaf. Giants in the Earth
was written in 1925 and translated
into English in 1927. In a review
of the book in The Nation at that
time the writer called it “the full-

est, finest, and most powerful novel
that has been written about pioneer life in America.”
ie
PLACES

WE

LOVE

O beautiful
For spacious skies
And under them —

All the home places
We love —
San Francisco —
The great Mandarin —

Deep in an opium dream,

With

his head wreathed

in smoke,

And his feet trailing in the sunset.
Los Angeles —
The spurious adolescent
Boston —
Bricks, beans, Beacon

Brahmins,

Street

Bunker Hill, brawls,

Blue blood, blarney, Back Bay
Bleakness.
New York—standing smugly
With one foot in Europe,
One

Hands

foot in California,

in tailored pockets,

Humming

Tchaikowsky

In jazztime.
And

in between,

All the little junctions,
Glaring in the sun,

Shimmering in the dusk,
Blinking in the night,

With tender eyes of home.

—ELLEeNn Jay

AFTER

BERNADETTE

@ By Marion

Whitten

after reading Don
on

in

of a_ healing

power for its many

ills. That for

which it searches must, to achieve
to

human

human

success,

give

endeavors,

ideals,

and

purpose

harmony
assurance

to
that

the peace which it brings will be
true. From its modern laboratories
science presents its answers and
the world must of necessity respect
and value its findings.
But still
there is powerful evidence that
something over and above science

must be considered before the true

answer can be achieved. In the attempted solution, a power that can
suspend the laws of nature is sure-

ly deserving of attention. There are
scattered over the world various locations where the intervention of

supernatural powers in the natural
order has been displayed.
these is Lourdes.

One

of

In France near the Spanish border among the natural beauties of
the Pyrennes mountains stands this

shrine

constructed

by

physical well-being.

Sharkey’s book.

quest

the desired

their hones with greater hope and
strength. It is mental peace that is
brought about more often than

Scuocu

‘Today the sadly afflicted world
moves

who make the pilgrimage return to

man

in

thanksgiving to the Blessed Virgin
Mary for the innumerable favors
she has bestowed upon those who

have placed their faith in her when
science had failed them. It is the
story of this miracle city that Don
Sharkey has incorporated into his
absorbing book After Bernadette.

young girl on a cold February day
nearly ninety years ago. Man was
making new discoveries and caught
in the whirlwind of this fast increasing feeling of self importance
at his accomplishments, he was
want to scorn and belittle the faith
in God that is so vital to man.
Science
was
doing
wonderful

things;

certainly

the

Almighty

could do even greater—so much
greater that science could never approach its equal in her realm. God
nianifested His power—He _ sanctioned the vision in which the

Mother of God displayed herself
to Bernadette. From that day when
she first appeared she continues to
be an intercessor for man thus making possible many miraculous cures
each year.
The author presents an inspiring
picture of the reactions that many
have had to the shrine of Lourdes.
Each year nearly ten thousand sick

make their way to this quaint and
wonderful city in the hope that a
cure for them might be effected.
‘The number and condition of these
poor creatures is appalling yet the
atmosphere is not one of morbidity
but rather one of faith and hope.

Of the great number who present
themselves only a few are cured entirely, but it matters little for all

‘The skeptic will in his smug way
attribute

all

cures

to

autosugges-

tion. In many cases he is correct
for the invigorating atmosphere is
sufficient tonic for many. But if he
will approach and study the rec-

ords of many cases with a mind

that is open and not clouded by
preconceived,
prejudiced
convictions he will find evidence enough

that these persons were not cured

by autosuggestion, nor by science
—something over and above science was responsible. The particular case histories of Pierre De Rudder of Belgium, Gabriel Gargam of
France, and John ‘Traynor of England are cited and commented
upon at length by Mr. Sharkey as
typical of the wonders wrought. A
medical
department
is, furthermore,

maintained

at

Lourdes

and

is open at all times to interested
persons wishing to make studies.
This service is not set up to treat

patients

but rather

to investigate

and ascertain the possibilities
cures being miraculous.
Not
Lourdes;

well
real
lion
try
own

only

the

sick

but the sound

come

of
to

in body as

consider a visit to Lourdes a
privilege and each year a milflock to the mountainous counto pay homage—each in his
language but with a common

prayer in his heart. Many out of

As the name implies the chief interest of his
wonderous
pened since
dette lived

work is focused on the
events that have hapthe days when Bernaand experienced her

most beautiful and inspiring vision;
nevertheless

without

the

author

fear of boredom

repeats,

to his

reader, her story; for, as he says, no

story of Lourdes could be complete
without her.
Presented

with

clarity and

con-

viction are the facts necessary for
an

understanding

of

the

Mr.

Don

Sharkey

presents

a

copy

of his book “After
Bernadette”
at the autograph
party

held

honor
in_
Bookshop

in

his

the
of

Rike’s’
department
store.
in
Dayton.

circum-

stances which preceded and led to
the appearance of our Blessed
Mother

on

the

earth

to a simple,

Page seven

charity assist in the work of helping the less fortunate pilgrims. For

an important factor for a floundering world to consider.

this purpose a formal organization
known as the Hospitalete de Notre

Dame de Lourdes has been maintained over a number of years. The
members often humbly perform
the most menial tasks thus displaying their love of God and humanity in a most commendable man-

ner.
From

the humble beginning

of

three small dark caves in the moun-

tain side, the shrine has grown into
a massive structure consisting of
the more important and elaborate
components: three churches and a
huge square planted before them.

These are what man has to offer
in the way of physical beauty as
his meager payment

for the spimit-

BEAUTY

affectionately called our destination
the “Old Home Place”.
This old place was nothing more
than an old farm: house which

surrounding the place, however, has

left a lasting memory with me.
‘This old home has been unoccu-

atmosphere

course, we find much

The

baths,

the

miraculous

sus-

pension of the spreading of contagious and infectious diseases, the

spring from which the healing water flows,

the

many

braces left as symbols

crutches and

of

favors

granted are all treated in After Bernadette in detailed accounts. Facts

concerning them contribute toward
a fuller understanding of this location which shines forth as a visible
symbol

of what God

can and will

do for man if he will but realize
the supernatural and place his confidence in it, integrating his natural

life with his spiritual destiny.
After Bernadette is a rapid book,
giving a picture of one of the most
intriguing spots on earth. It is a
book for all no matter what their
religious beliefs, for it is a book

of

fact. It is well documented and il-

lustrations help to give the reader
a more vivid picture of the scenes.
Mr. Sharkey has captured the atmosphere of Lourdes and has pre-

sented it in such a way as to keep
the reader always engrossed and in
a state of anticipation as he progresses. The book is an interesting
description of wonderful events,
but more than that the author suc-

had

housed generation after generation
of my father’s people. The beauty

pied

of the shrine.

beauty.

Something which I looked forward to as a small child was a long
ride out in the country with my
family on a Sunday afternoon. Invariably we ended up at the same
place after every ride. We chitdrea

ual beauty which saturates the very

for about ten years

and, of

deterioration

there. It stands high on a hill overlooking a peaceful valley. The chimney has caved in, and the front gate
has completely collapsed. The window panes have fallen out or been
shaken loose by wind or storm.
A mass of ivy climbs all over the
rotting old boards and green moss
clings to the underside of the di-

lapidated steps. Wild roses
tangled
themselves among

have
the

weeds in the front lawn until it is
impossible to walk up the pathway
leading to the front door. The old
well is full of twigs and leaves, but
a coin still tinkles against the rocks
before it hits a shallow pit of water.
All the farm buildings likewise
have caved in or are about to do so.
In the attic of the house the
wasps have patiently built their
nests, defying anyone to venture up
the rickety old stair case. The newspapers still cling to the closet
shelves and pantry tables are yellow with age. Old buckets and pails
out by the barn have rusted beyond
recognition.
All in all the “Old Home Place”
is just a complete picture of utter
disintegration, but to me it will al-

ceeds in making us realize that an

ways represent something lastingly

all powerful God who can perform

beautiful.

such marvels certainly ought to be
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SMOKE

Coal smoke is a robber. It steals
over a city and robs the day of its

xe
UGLY

COAL

—AvupREE HInEs

It

settles

on

buildings

and lessens their value. It covers
plants, shrubs and trees and takes
away their vitality. It fills the air
and robs a person of his visibility.

it is a morale-breaker.
It tries
the patience of housewives by increasing their labors. It changes
well-dressed persons
into grimy
tired individuals.
It discourages
the use of light morale-building
colors and it encourages the use of
drab,

uninspiring

the phrase
meaningless

ones.

It makes

“as white as snow”
for the city dwellers.

It adds to the discomfort of winter and subtracts from its beauty.
It is a curse. It has made Pittsburgh and other cities dreadful
places in which to live.
It is
blown from the stacks of locomotives to blight the road side. It increases the unpleasantness of a long
journey.
It steals guietly through
crevices and lays its blanket of
black dust.
—ELMER

Goocu

x
SMILES
The

smiles of children are God’s

holy things,
The smiles of aged faces His

delight,

For all must praise Him as the
dawning springs,
And all must rest in Him at fall
of night.
The New have just been kissed
by angel’s wings;
The Old remember a forgotten
Way,
And all the beauty that the singer
sings,
Says not what one brief silent smile

will say.

—ELLEN

Jay

THE

HOOSIER

“So’ve we.”
in the

“But these are different,
kid,
some cover one hundred stories.”

® By Gam Korpren
Mister.”

The

jean-clad

figure that a moment ago had tottered atop the railroad ties, tumbled down the soft embankment,
was swallowed instantly in a puff
of grey dust that appeared to be
rolling from his ears and nose; then
wriggling free, feet first, he burrowed his heel into the earth and
shifted a mound of sand across my
white shoes. I eyed him with a degree of adult sarcasm which rapidly ripened into the unrestrained
disgust I previously reserved for the

train which isolated me in this deserted station some fifteen minutes
before. Then mindful of the object of my despair, I brushed quickly and carefully at my oxfords until they had resumed their former
immaculate state.
The youngster in denium made
no move to rise from his sprawl
other than to prop a wistful chin

on his chest while his thoughtful

pose closely followed that of a solemn philosopher as he “sized me
up.” Apparently satisfied, he crawled slowly to his feet, whacked twice
at the seat of his jeans, then with
a slight twist he turned his back
to me and leaned forward. His gestures were self-explanatory; he dusted briefly the seat of his pants, not
too dismayed when he promptly
sank into a similar puddle of dirt,
tucked his knees under his chin
and proceeded with his silent analysis. Once he glanced upward as
if to assure himself that the big
straw, from which his dwarfed body

seemed to sprout, was still there.
Then he pounded it down while
the tufts of red hair exploded freelv and dipped haphazardly across
the yellow crown. He was obviously quite aware that he was being
ignored yet his interest in my problem was more than scant as he
joined in peering up the tracks.
Then suddenly reminded
of his
Hoosier tradition, he lifted the ol’
straw he wore with great gentle-

manly

dignity

and

“Miller’s

grainery.”

A trip across the state line

“Hullo

He jabbed a thumb

direction of town.

simultaneously

a mop of fire flopped miserably
about his ears.
He shoved
the
sweaty straw within smelling distance of me.
“Sun’s hot, mister. Pa says never to be without an ol’ straw.”
Without waiting for my confirmation of his father’s theory, he boosted

himself

to

his

knees,

and

hav-

ing adjusted the hat at a famuliar
angle on my head, he nodded in

an extremely grownup

fashion

as

though he knew his ma would be
proud of him. I flipped it back

on the crown ef my head, not dar-

ing to lay it aside though I sensed
“lready there was no room for tears
in the grave, brown eyes.
“Going some

place,

mister?”

I squinted up the track in answer until the ties piled into a
blur, then, “When’s the next train
due, kid? Got business to tend to

in town. Can’t afford to be stranded in this burg waiting for some
‘screwed-up’ train. What kind of
railroad companies we got nowadays, ditching a fellow in this wild-

erness?”

“It'll come,

mister,”

he murmur-

ed. Ignoring my grumbling, he ventured, ““What’s it like mister, the
big city? What do the kids do
there? What’ll . . .” His many
questions all jumbled down to

“What” but he summed it up po-

litely,

“What’s

it like, huh?”

Then confident that I would proceed with a story somewhat reminiscent of his childhood fairy tales,
he tucked his toes under a mound
of sand, buried the grubby hands
‘neath the top of his overalls, and
squirmed in the same comfy manner one is likely to when climbing
between clean sheets.

“Look, kid, got no time for... .
‘The story was inescapeable, as inescapable as his sober grin. With

2?

a sigh I began, “All big-scale stuff

in the city, see.

real big elevators.”

We've got some

“Don’t need ’em that high here,
mister,

‘cause

the

building’s

only

got three floors.” He seemed sham-

ed into quiet by his disrespect.
“Got

automats,”

I

continued,

“the kind you put in a nickle and
food

comes

out.”

“Like my ma’s fried chicken and
corn fritters, I'll betcha,”
“Yeah ... sure... well almost
anyhow,” and I recalled a time
maybe twenty-five years back when
I had downed such a meal.

Now
his

the youngster had

arms

folded

over a prominent

little

bulge in the middle, the only area
where

the

faded

overalls

hang like the dejected
spaniel.

didn’t

ears

of a

“You'll like our streets, too, the
smooth, paved kind with just about
the snazziest cars that you’ve ever
seen.” The kid’s eyes widened —

his hand stirred quickly in the mass
of

hair.

“Gee,

no

kiddin’

mister,

then I’d be able to wear my Sunday shoes all the time.” But his
toes wormed freely in the dirt, and
he hastily carved
with his big toe.

“Look,”

out

a plus-sign

I growled as my

glare

taked the tracks for a fourth time.

“How’s

about

running home

and

asking the family when this train’s
due. Haven’t got any time to kill.”
More kindly, “Got urgent business.” I swatted impatiently at a

buzzing fly that

blanked

out my

view of the tracks. The kid rested
flat on his back, waving a dirtcrusted foot in the air as he swung

at the same fly.
“It'll

come,

mister.

What

else

you got in the big city? Swimming
holes,

I'll

betcha,

big

ones,

lotsa places to hide when you
‘cops and robbers! And your
— it’s probably bigger than
‘cause your city’s so big .. .

and

play
sky
ours
and

bluer, too. The angels would make
it bluer for so many folks. And
(Continued

on

Page

24)
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appeared, the lord again clapped
his hands; the court jester gaily

DAY

AND

KNIGHT

rode in on his motorcycle with the

lord’s

@ By Isasex Kiopr

Mixing the medieval with the modern.
Jane closed the book with a deep
sigh, sank back among the soit
cushions of the chair and sighed
again. What a lovely novel—a romance of the Middle Ages it was,
with all of the dash and adventure
her young, imaginative soul loved.
She stifled another yawn as her
mind

too

wandered

bad

that

on.

It’s

too

those

days

are past

forever; modern

times seem

bad,

so dull

and prosaic in comparison. Surely
no woman could be wooed and
won in such a remarkable, dashing
fashion today. She closed her eyes
and, with no trouble whatsoever,
she could see clearly and distinctcastle sutly, a huge medieval
rounded by a deep moat. And, yes,
before the massive iron door was
a drawbridge. In her mental pic-

ture her eyes sought the top of the
its many

castle with
humm

—

turrets,

towers

a yawn

and

turrets
—

towers

turrets,

towers,

escaped

hooo-

her —

...

of her tower room, Lady Jane won-

dered what the knight would be
like who was to sup with them that
evening. Would he be handsome
as well as brave and strong? Of his
bravery and strength she had heard
many tales during the long eve-

nings around the great hall fire. He

was coming from a_ neighboring
kingdom to aid her father, the lord
of the castle, in a war against an
invading enemy.
In the distance she could see a

rapidly approaching the

a gleaming white

castle on

er. This lone horseman
the knight
strained to

charg-

must

be

she thought, as she
get a better view of

him. On the clear, crystal air she
could hear his masculine voice .calling

to

his

steed,

“Hi

ho,

Silver,

awav!” Her heart skipped a beat

as she gazedin admiration at his
perfect horsemanship and. ‘noticed
Page ten

that indeed he was comely to be-

hold. As he approached the drawbridge he pulled out his bugle and
royally announced his arrival by
blowing out the full, rich notes of
“How Dry I An!” The drawbridge
was immediately lowered on_ its

creaking hinges and chains to allow
the handsome

knight’s passage.

player in the

on her most flattering jewel-studded

bodice,

and

of her

skirt,

velvet

loveliest

her

a dash

most

alluring

perfume, Chanel No. 5. In a flurry

of excitement she made her way
to the spiral escalator which led
from her tower room to the huge
hall where her father would be en-

tertaining their guest.
gown

show

lifted

just

off her

high

nylons,

With

her

enough

to

she regally

swept across the wide floor. The
lord arose and presented the strang-

for that

was the knight’s name, bent over
her hand, he whispered in low,
vibrant tones that thrilled her very
soul, “Hi ya, Babe!” The lord then
suggested that they make their way
to the huge dining hall where all
was in readiness to serve their
guest. As Sir Stephen offered Lady
Jane his arm she noticed that indeed he was the most romantic
looking guest they had entertained
in many a fortnight.

At the table the knight was seated at the lord’s right and next to

Lady

Jane. The

lord clapped

his

hands and the servants brought in
the well-cooked boar’s head (quick
frozen) ‘along with her father’s favorite drink—tall glasses of zombis.
The

stranger put a glass to his lips

the

new

and was favorably impressed with
drink.

The

most

beverage in his country

with pleasure for this court jester
was known through many a kingdom for his fine entertainment. Imthe visitor requested
mediately
“Chickery-chick”. The jester sang
a la Johnny Mercer to the accom-

paniment of the banjo; their lord

was indeed proud of them and
mentally made a note to boost
their wages above the union scale.
Throughout the dinner Sir Stephan was extremely attentive to Lady
Jane,

When Lady Jane could no long:
er see him she rushed to make
herself lovely for dinner. She put

er to her. As Sir Stephen,

As she gazed from the window

horseman

favorite banjo

sidecar. Sir Stephen’s face beamed

potent

was

the

mint iulep. As. the dinner progressed and the boar’s, head quickly dis-

every

exhibiting

charm

that

chivalry had instilled in him. After
the last course had slipped past his
hungry lips he asked his host if he

might sing a melody in honor of
the beautiful Lady Jane. The lord

smiled broadly as he gave his willing assent. The banjo struck a rich

cord, and Lady Jane’s face turned
a lovely pink, as Sir Stephen’s baritone voice rose in “Symphony.” As
he finished, the knight came over

to her

and

hand. When
at him,

he,

tenderly

kissed

her

Lady Jane looked up
her

father,

the

jester,

the manor hall, and all, faded into
the background while a mist came

between

her

Sir Stephen

Spiers

and

them.

“Father,

— father, Sir Stephen

The.

Jane gazed sleepily around her in
surprise. Where was she? What
happened to the knight? Oh, oh!
was it only a dream? Then she
laughed aloud as full consciousness
came upon her. The novel she had

just finished and the pickle that
at
had garnished her sandwich
!
powerful
been
lunch had certainly

MY

FULFILLMENT

BUDDY

I saw him fall beside his gun;
His laughing eyes so full of fun
Would

For
As
His
To

smile

no

In the hope of the joy I could vision
I straightened, and joined the song
All the creaures of God were singing,
‘To praise Him all the day long.

more,

he was dead.
many of his friends before
spirit fled this field of gore
the Celestial ‘Throne.
I loved him well;

On

Although the goal is before me

This boy, (for he was but a youth),

It is yet so far away,

Trained in honor and in truth
Has gone to God.
And now he lis
Buried deep within the sod
Of the ground which he had trod
Not so long ago.
Loyal and true,
Courageous, too.
My Buddy

Don’t

attain

it,

I can see the golden raylets
So glorious and so bright.
It seems

to have come

closer,

To this hopeful heart of mine,
The joy of fiery redness
Sparkling and dazzling sunshine.

The joy I have ever wished for,
Now in my heart it lies —
One grand and glorious ray
Of God’s bright sunrise.

And be to us a lesson.
At Heaven’s gates
Love awaits
My Buddy.

—WiLuiAm

A. SCHMITT

Ror
—JEAN

AUSTIN
HAPPINESS

Oe
TO

if I shall

The joy of all His creatures
Is guiding me aright.

This noble act would live again

PRAYER

know

Will I by the end of the day?

Yet as he lay here on the sands,
His bleeding head within my hands,
I knew his pain.
I made a pact
That not in vain

A

new hope lifting my heart.

Oh what sorrow and shame
To have made so desolate a start.

I always shall - - My Buddy

Ree

to the sunrise of redness

With

MARY

Take me ’neath Thy mantle blue

And keep me ever close to you
Dear Mother.
Guard me with Thy loving care
Be my Protectress, Lady fair.

And lead me Mother safely to
Thy Jesus’ home to live with You
And Holy Joseph.
But if I fall along the way
I'll lift my voice in prayer to say
Please dear Mother Mary mild
Hear the prayer of your hunvble child,
And lend Thy helping hand to me
And I will sing my praise to ‘Thee.

—Rarpu W. Pias

Happiness? It is a quiet thing,
A small still pool that is very deep,
A moment of twilight — a fragment of sleep.

A candle in autumn — a hilltop in spring —
A fireplace in winter — a cricket in June,
A little gray bird with delicate wings,

A sofa that creaks, and a kettle that sings.
The wind in the woods and the wane of the moon.
Silence held softly in somebody’s eyes,
Unspoken prayers and undenied tears,
The length of a second, the briefness of years,
The sweetness and shyness enfolded in sighs.

The haven of Heaven is not beyond reach,
But its sound is of harpstrings, not trumpet or drum,
Bidding the soul in its loneliness come,
Plucking God’s great Invitation to each.
—ELLEN JAY
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theater. They must refuse to put before the public
shows that teach nothing, which are, as much of the

FRANK

BUNTON

‘T'ANSEY

IsABEL

KLOPF

On Sunday morning and on other holy days it is

modern theater assays to be, “true portrayals of life.”

pleasant to dress and to drive or walk to church, to

Merely to slice a piece out of life and to reproduce it
on the stage has little artistic or intellectual value,

meditate, to sing hymns.

Many the church-going men,

unless the people

few the church-living men.
Church in the Greek means “house of the Lord.”
Is not the house of the Lord to be with us forever?

Then if we have certain convictions in this church
of stone should we not hold to the same convictions
in the church of the soul? There is an aching need

for the church-living men wherever humanity is found,
“tall men, who live above the fog.” Especially have
graduates of a Christian college the duty of working
for the best and highest.

Everywhere there are causes to be championed.

It

is the courageous person with enough faith in his own
ability and integrity who is going to champion them,
even if at the risk of a so-called security.
We must intend to be these crusaders. For most
of us it will be crusades of greater magnitude, of the
larger armies; for some of us it will be the “one-man
revolution.” For those it will be to love where no
one loves, to give where no one gives, to speak where
no one speaks.

In offices — there is a story about the girl in an
advertising agency who elected to work for only those

men who had gained their positions honestly.
In factories — look for fairness, honest labor, high
standards
dards.

and

the

conditions

to conceive

those

stan-

In professions — here, it seems, is the greatest op-

portunity, for it is the professional people who deal
with the masses. The doctor and lawyer have rigid
codes of ethics. The writer — too few of those today

are thinking in the manner of Leo Tolstoy when he
said, “If I am God’s messenger my chief business does
not only consist in fulfilling the commandments but
in living in such a way as to carry into the world with
all means given me that truth which is entrusted to

me.”

The actor and actress can raise the level of the

in that part of life are unusual.

What possible excuse can a
self when he draws men and
and tendencies together, lets
pusuits, and then go blithely
any action?

playwright give for himwomen of evil minds
them enjoy their little
off, none the worse for

We must hear sermons ringing in our ears at
every step, it seems. If we have the “house of the
Lord” within us, what else could we hear? Heeding
these sermons it will not take long for us to hear the
sweetest music of bells, for us to know the true joy

of victory, true joy which is always “three parts pain.”
Engrave a tablet of good thoughts and at the last
have this one of Horace

Mann’s,

“Be ashamed

to die

until you have won some great victory for humanity.”
—A. K. B.
ae
CATHOLIC PRESS

MONTH

February is set aside as Catholic Press month.
Because of that quality which we all have, forgetfull-

ness, we need to be reminded

of important

things

occasionally. One of these important things is the
reading of literature that will bring home to us truths
about God and religion and the purpose of man’s ex-

istence here on this earth.

We will be reminded of

all these things if we read our diocesan newspaper
weekly and some good religious magazine—weekly or
monthly. The type of magazine we read will show
what our mental stature is. As Catholic college graduates we must be right up there with the very best
in Catholic thought. What kind of a magazine or
paper did you select last September when the offer
was made by the department of religion? The fact

that you are a college man or woman

is a constant

challenge to the kind of reading that you prefer. Look

about you this month and see what you can do to
help the Catholic press financially, and how that same
press can help you. It will if you give it a chance.

—S. K. DEH.
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—

A

TRIBUTE

—

On Sunday morning, January 20, when the Marianists were going to the chapel for Mass one of the

very old men of the community slipped very quietly
out of this world.

Most of the students did not know

him, and even if they did they could not talk to him
because he was deaf for many years. He was small of
stature and wore a beard. That was about the only way

to identify him.

And strangely enough he had been

a member of the University community for over forty
years. Because of his affliction he could not teach,
consequently he spent his life in domestic work aid-

ing those who

were out in the front lines fighting

the battle against ignorance and trying to bring to the
U. D. students down through the years the beautiful
truths that teach the duties to God and man and
country. What a life of retirement from the noise of

the world and what a long life (he was eighty-four) of
sacrifice in the service of Jesus and Mary. All of us
here at the University considered him a saint. Example draws. How happy we all will be at the end

of our days if we can look back on many things that
we have done for others for the love of God. The
memory of Brother George Dobe, S.M., will long be

an inspiration to us that remain behind. May he rest
in peace.

THE

BACKWOODSMAN

As we look down
to the name

WELCOME

to the living, but as we study the period that he served
as president, we will be able to discern the facts that
made an ordinary backwoodsman a great and memorable president.
Born

on

February

12,

1809

in a crossroad

town

TO

U.D.

We are glad to have you here — overjoyed to be
America.

are urged to join study clubs, music and

dramatic groups, literary staffs, athletics, and to come

to “Flyers’ Hangar” at the Loretto on Sunday nights
eat, and
welcome
welcome
welcome

play.
your presence.
your praise.
your criticism.

WELCOME

YOU,

We
GOD’S

His

first inauguration

took

place in 1861, a time when there was a growing breach

able to give what we can to 350 men who gave to

WE

the sixteenth presi-

the loves, or the sorrows of this great public figure. We
can not find the message he in his life tried to leave

of a dividing country.

to dance,
We
We
We

Lincoln,

dent of the United States. There is not much told
us in the cold facts of a history book about the life,

in Kentucky, Lincoln rose to be the welding influence

Ree

You

the list of presidents we come

of Abraham

CIVILIAN.
Ke

PRESENCE

I feel God’s presence in the air,

As I stand watch tonight
The calm serenity of His might
Mantles itself about my shoulders
Like a huge protecting cloak,
Helping relieve the heavy burden of War!
—JosrpH Hiccis

in the government of this country.

He inspired tired

soldiers to fight for the solidarity of their nation, but he
was shaken physically by the great loss of life; by the
fight of brother against brother; by the fight of a

country against itself.

Lincoln stood by the Constitution; he felt that
all men were created equal and were endowed with
the same rights which were not to be denied any
man because of his color or creed. Lincoln died for
these rights and it will serve us all well to remember
these nghts, and to remember to fight for these rights.
We have just finished another battle of freedom and
we can ill afford to forget the agony of the loss of

a loved one now that the battle is won.

The world

is slowly heeding the words of Lincoln, the world is
realizing that we cannot live divided against ourselves,
the world is slowly realizing that we must all be members in the Brotherhood of Nations under the Leadership of God.

We

can have that era of peace among

nations

if we give just a little of the fight that Lincoln gave
ior freedony. Lincoln typifies America because he rose
above the barriers of poverty and ignorance and made

a great contribution to the Brotherhood of a Nation.
—S. K. DEH.
Page
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Wer.

le

omen

WOMEN’S
WELCOME

THE

VETERANS

layed

—

masse—to the U. D. campus. It is
a return visit — we hope that the
here will not be too disturbing. For
is an introduction — somewhat de-

to college

life.

We

know

that

.

CAMPUS

. Rrra

E.

McGarry

COED

Have you ever seen a dream walking?

With a gleam in our eyes and all sorts of designs
in our hearts, We, the Women, welcome the return

of the male—en
for some of you
changes you find
some of you this

EDITOR

it will be

everything that you have been looking forward to.

dreams are not a dime a dozen, but who

wants some-

thing cheap or common,
What would our college be
without the sound of .cleated heels on saddles and
the ever-popular bobby soxs, the swish of skirts, the
sweaters and pearls, and the variety of hair-dos?

The University campus

None of us can turn back time, much as we
would like to at times. None of us can wave a magic

Well, if

you have not just glance at some of the girls passing
through the halls or grabbing coats out of lockers or
dashing down to the bus stop. Oh, I admit that these

just would

not be the

same without the coed. Every morning you can see
her on the way to her locker, and you cannot miss
that gay light tread of her feet, the tilt of her head and

wand and make this U. D. 1942. This would be an
idle thing to wish for. But all of us can work together to make this school all that every one of you
servicemen knew it was in the past and what you
want it to be now and in the future. A few more

particularly down-in-the mouth, but what wonders
that sweet smile and that cheery “Hi!” can do for that
early-morning grouch. If you walk into the cafeteria

This is an abnormal condition — one that we are just

ing a coming dance or making plans for a special social event on the campus. Then too she urges her
fellow sisters in the coming hockey or basketball practice, and having accomplished this she dashes to her
classes or drops in for a coke at the cafeteria. No mat-

days in school may convince you that in most campus
groups and activities the women have taken the reins.
as interested

in having

remedied as you may

be’ in

remedying it. It is a condition brought about in the
past two years or so-by necessity. The male has returned — step in and take over. We are waiting to
put all responsibilities into strong and capable hands.
You can supply those hands.
It is the peculiar preogative of the male to lead.
After the past few years, a strong shoulder to lean on

doesn’t sound like a bad idea at all.

school.

For

the past years we’ve been

This is your
fed and

sus-

tained by tales of U. D. as it was in the past. Now
is your chance to show us. Gung ho!
—R. E. M.
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the colorful clothes.

Maybe some day you feel par-

or stand in the arcade you are sure to hear her discuss-

ter where you turn the coed’s trim figure can be seen,
and the smiling face with bright gleaming eyes can
prove to be so very important in a passing students
life. Some of you may not have looked at the coed
in just this way — you have just sort of taken her

‘for granted — but if you look real closely, you will
find something

more

than

merely

a girl.

You

will

find something fine and important, by whose absence
there

would

be something

of a turmoil

among

the

male students. ‘Take away the coed and what would
you have? Certainly not the same University of Dayton that has captured the hearts of its students.

—JOELLA SCHMIDT

come a nurse, but I did not believe that I had enough

ability and consequently I took a course in business
training.

Then two months before graduation we had a “vo-

cation night” and various speakers spoke to us about

the professions. One of the graduate nurses of St.
Elizabeth Hospital in Dayton explained how it would
wanting

be possible for those

to become

nurses

to

enter into training. At this time I began to think
more seriously about the subject. A few weeks later
our principal took ten of us girls on a tour of St.
Elizabeth’s.

GEORGE

WASHINGTON

Endowed with the virtues that establish him as
a true leader, George Washington climbed the ladder

of success and to the. top rung where the ultimate

goal awaited him, the first president of the United
States. This is the man whose birthday the nation celebrates on February 22.

hearts

Childish

link him

invariably

with

the

cherry tree story, but having graduated from this rank,
patriotic Americans have come to develop a higher

level of appreciation for him.
er to a surveyor,

From a Virginia plant-

from a major

My parents tried to discourage me but more and
‘more I was determined to enter training and after
graduation I began my preparation. I discovered that
I had enough credits even though I had taken a business course in my last year. It was required by the
school of nursing that we take our physical examin-

ation and shots before entering the September class,
and this I took care of in the summer vacation period.
Now I am a pre-clinical student with five months
of study here at the University of Dayton behind me.
In two months I hope to be capped and start my real
work in the hospital at St. Elizabeth’s.
—CHARLOTTE GAYLOR

to a commander-in-

chief of the Virginia forces, from a commander

x

of the

eS

nations armed forces to the pinnacle of his fame, the

SHOPPING

step of his life he employed the teachings of this quotation, “Whatever is worth doing at all is worth doing well.”

An effective window display has always won the
applause of the people. A turn in any direction and

presidency. that is Washington’s story.

Now as ever, George Washington
in war, first in peace, and
countrymen.”

will be “first

first in the hearts of his
—CarOLyN

Ke:
I WANT

Through each ,

COMPTON

ok

TO BE A NURSE

The influence that brought me to the career of
nursing came about during the past war. I had heard

much about the shortage of helpers in the hospitals,
and this fact induced me to become a Nurse’s Aid in
the summer of 1944. After several weeks of experience
in this work I realized it was what I wanted to do
after my high school graduation.

In my senior year we had to
ports, and I chose to read books
profession and from this reading
required of an efficient nurse. My

give six book reabout the medical
I learned what is
desire was to be-

there looms before you an intriguing picturization
New
of what you always wanted and never got.
come
all
ideas, pleasures, colors, youth, and comfort

from a simple arrangement of a few pieces of imported materials against a background associated with
these wares. The texture of the material may mean
warmth, or it may mean cool, summer evenings.

Features may quickly bring to the mind a garment suitable for workin the garden or suitable for an evening
dance. A riot of colors and the lightness of weave

may bring a picture of the happpy faces of those who

are young, and at play when the sun is warmest.

The background, with its few simple scenes depicting the life of the native, can do much to stimulate interest in the people who have come to look and

stay to buy.

These same people, hurryng homeward

with: the precious purchase, are often keenly disappointed. At home the piece de resistance in a new

.

environment has lost its appeal.
—MarcarRET TAYLOR
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Freshmen
Now

that my

Sneak... -

first semester

at

the University of Dayton is over
I feel only happiness. I am: glad
that I studied, I am thankful for

all

the

new

friends

that

I made,

and I am more wise in dealing with

people

because

I have

made

so

many new contacts. It has really
been a prosperous semester for me
and I am looking forward to my
second semester to help me even

more than the first.

Student life will probably change
very much while all the veterans
are going to school here. They
have seen so much and have so

much to forget that their outlook

on life has no doubt become more
serious and that to a certain extent
will change the atmosphere of the
University. But I know that we
are all glad that the veterans are
with us and we will do all we can
to make their stay most enjoyable.
One thing about my first week
here in the second semester, I will
not feel lost. Last September I

wandered aimlessly about the halls

looking for rooms,

but

now

after

five months of school I feel that I

belong here.

My one fond hope is

that I will be fortunate enough to

graduate
Dayton.

from

the

University

—Prccy
i

Ens

It has been stated that the farther we go in education the more

In one

sense I suppose this is true; in another and more important sense I
am confident that it is untrue. Nat-

urally our minds will grapple with

more difficult subject matter. There
are explanations and exercises asked of us that would not be asked

of those beginning college work.
But then may I remind you that
we have been prepared for more
serious

work.

The power to think, the willingness to be active in discussion,
Page
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tions to life or to the participation

in

life.

the

We

have

found

these

things in our work thus far and we

are consequently much more prepared for the coming semester. Another aspect of our training is the
development of character. I hope

that we have all
important task
ready to launch
ond half of this

taken care of
and that we
forth into the
year feeling

this
are
secthat

we are better men and women of
the University of Dayton.
—Emrrn McGarvey
a
Did you ever pass by a furrier’s

display without

shivering or feel-

ing cold? The scene of fur coats
with a background of snow and ice
really gives an impression of winter and cold winds. Just the opposite of this scene is the one at the

beach, where there are palms, sand,

and

bathing

beauties.

It may

be

a typical Florida scene and just at
the sight of it, you long to dive in
for a swim, back in the sun, or just

relax beneath
umbrella.

the

bright

—Marcaret

of

ie

dificult the work becomes.

broadening of knowledge are indispensable prerequisites to contribu-

Ki

colored

WITHAM

people who influenced
my _ life
there is one who stands out in my
memory. Her name is Rosa. Had
it not been for her advice and in-

perhaps

I should

have

chosen another pathway.
Because I thought I had _ too

much difficulty in getting an education on account of a prolonged
absence from school she told me

of the difficulty she had in getting
her education. She had gone to

night school while working during
the day, and she had taken sum-

mer

classes

and

extension

classes.

Furthermore she was still going to
school although she was _ thirty

years old.

which I long had sighed.

Thanks

to Rosa.

McKenzie

—Casste
oo

eS

The automobile
industry _ has
turned out to be the government’s
greatest
headache.
The automobiles on the road today are well
worn out and need either repairing or replacing. Replacing. these
automobiles cannot be accomplished because the workers in these
plants are striking for they say they
do not have salaries sufficient to
meet the demands of present day
prices. And when it comes to repairing the automobiles the garages and repair shops have insufhi-

cient and incompetent help.

The automobile workers are hindering the nation’s whole trans-

portation

system.

Not

enough

trucks are being made to transport
food and other vital supplies to

people in the different parts of the

*®

Whenever I think of the many

spiration,

Due to Rosa’s influence I went
back to high school and when the
lesson seemed hard or I felt [
could play around a little, I thought
of her and knew that she was
counting on me to succeed, and
here I am at college the place for

country, especially to our veterans’

hospitals.

We

hope

that

these

strikes will end soon and that the
men will get a decent wage and
that the country will soon return
to normal working conditions.
—Cart KLEMM

wk

Where

is there

today

a land

more respected and admired and
more influential than the United
States? On the battle field of poli-

tics we hold a key position and in
the minds of men everywhere we
represent the last hope for world
survival. We have used our gifts
from: God to good advantage, for
(Continued

on Page

24)

HOW
A

WE

LIVE

study in contrast.

HOME

Just the word

“Home”

everything to me.

means

It has been said

that home is where the heart is and
that is very true.
home and what
first of mother
where she is and
about everything.

When I think of
it means I think
for my home 1s
she makes it just

The perfect home is made by
love and harmony among its occupants. There are just the two of us
but our companionship and love
are fine and deep.
After a long day at work

strug-

gling with the public the warmth

and the quiet of the home are very

restful.

After a good meal I like

to relax with a good book, listen to

the radio or visit with friends who
come in.

i enjoy

the privacy

of home,

where I can say what I want, do
as I please and know that there is
no outsider listening or criticizing.
Is there a definition for home?
I have never found one that includes all that I feel. Home means
love, comforts,
warmth, security,

friends, companionship
other things.

and

—Dorotuy

DORM

many

BEARD

LIFE

The first bell that rings in the
morning at 6:40 calls the students
who wish to go to Mass. The floor
prefect comes around to wake you
up if you leave the “Mass” card

showing on the door.

Breakfast is

at 7:15. The dining room is usually filled with new students who

get up for breakfast the first part
of the semester but as the semester

catching up with the news

of ping pong or pool down in the

recreation room. Possibly if enough
students are around

a visit to

Out nights are on Wednesday,
Saturday and Sunday. During the
football season, the Wednesday out
nights were changed to Friday
nights because of the games on Fn-

day nights. On these nights the
students are allowed to stay out until 11:50. All have to sign in when
they come back. Of course some
are late in coming in but they will
suffer the consequences. Permission
to stay out later than 11:50 is given
on Saturday nights if the student
wishes

to have

it, or students

sign out for home
end.
We
dom
when
of life

“cafe” or by

can

over the week-

studying done)...

W172

veo.

*

—JosePH Mort
CONTRAST

appreciate

er gitl. Meals were served in the
dining room in the hospital. As

a result we always had to be
dressed to eat — with fresh makeup, hose and good: shoes.
My training over, I came back
home. The one thing I enjoyed
most was having a complete house
again. I could eat just before I
went

to bed,

in

house

coat

slippers, with my hair
and with no makeup.

at home

and

rolled up
Of. course

the inevitable

tasks

of

dusting and helping with the dishes
tace one, but these are minor advaitages.

I miss the give and take of dormitory, but there is greater freedom
at home.

There

never-varying

home.

is no

hour

definite,

of ~ coming

I can suggest meals I like

especially. A family has a greater
number of congenial interests than
a group of girls who are not even
relatives.

home.

HOME AGAIN
Just a little while ago he was a
G.I. in the service of Uncle Sam.
Today he is a happy civilian back

at home
brother,

One has to be away. from
home for awhile before he can
really

in
training
in
another
city
and so I spent three years living
in a nurses’ home. Our house was
comfortable and. well-furnished but
we lived in just one room.
The
parlor was used to receive visitors
and we had a lounge to relax. in.
But our studying, reading, mending, and sleeping were done in the
room which we shared with anoth-

—Anna Maer PErry

may not have all the freeof an off-campus student
it comes to the social part
but we do get much of our

THE

the

game

Noon meal is at 12:00. The students usually rush through the
meal to get back to the arcade to
continue with the bull sessions.
After the evening meal, which is at
6:00, they loaf around until 7:30
when they are expected to be in
their respective rooms studying. A
bell is rung at 10:00 to warn them
that lights are to be out in half an
hour. This is the time to start getting ready for bed. The floor prefect makes the rounds at 10:30 to
see that all the lights are out. If
anyone has work to do and would
like to stay up to finish it, he asks
the floor prefect for permission.

up for breakfast.

with

a card

will be started.

goes on fewer students seem to get
Much of the day is spent in
class. Leisure hours are taken up

in theg

Hall lounge or maybe with a game

I

was

to stay.

Lyle,

As

my

older

entered.

the

house

for the first time in over two and
one-half years he glanced about

him at the pictures on the wall and
(Continued on Page 22)
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Around

FACULTY

With

the

increased

enrollment

in the second semester several new

members have been added to the
faculty. William Cahalan has his
bachelor’s degree from Fordham
and his master’s degree from Columbia.
Before enlisting in the
Navy he taught English at Dover,
Delaware. He will teach in the
English department.
John Hogan comes to the University from Racine, Wisconsin.
He holds his bachelor’s degree fron»

The

Campus

Minnesota
and
in the
schools of Lima, Ohio.

Lawrence Jehn, an alumnus of
U. D., mechanical engineering de-

partment is a new instructor in the
department of mechanical engineerIn?.

Garth E.. Heckman, instructor in
accounting, has been given a leave
of absence.
Dr. E. B. O'Leary, professor of
economics, spoke on the “Outlook
of the Economic Front” at a re-

cent meeting of the Dayton Sales

from the University of Wisconsin.

Executive Club.
Brother Albert Rose,
dressed
the Catholic

He served with the engineers’ corps
in the war. He will also teach in

Club
uary.

Marquette

and his master’s degree

the English department.
Reeves

R. Schwartz,

after three

years’ service in the Navy, comes
to the University to teach in the
physical education department. He

has a master’s degree from Minnesota in physical education.

Wilfred J Steiner, with a masters degree from Harvard will
teach in the department of history.
He just returned from service with
the armed forces.
Reuben Koch will teach in the
mathematics department. He has

public

Dr.

S.M., adWomen’s

at the Loretta

in late Jan-

Daniel

professor

Leary,

of

William W. Taylor will teach in
the business department. He holds
his degrees fron: Northwestern and
New York University. He taught
in the Winona Business College in
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Ens,

senior

science

arts student,

and

editor of the Ex-

ponent, the campus literary magazine.
Ann Fitzgerald, president of the
Women’s

Athletic

Association,

home

and sons breakfast
High School on

January 27, at the Biltmore.

Chi

home

economics

economics

club,

senior

student.

Allan Braun,

senior chemical

gineer,
Class,

president

speaker at the dads and daughters

Board

of

breakfast of Julienne

member of the Student Council.
‘Ted Aponyi, junior chemical engineer, vice-president of the stu-

High

School

on January 13 at the Biltmore.

He

the faculty dining room on January 30. Brother Schad was on the
faculty of the University for eigh-

teen years as professor and dean of
the engineering school. He will
leave very shortly for Nivelle, Bel-

gium, to take up his new duties.

M08

Up

Ten University of Dayton students have been nominated to appear in “Who’s Who Among StuUniversities
of the stu-

of

the

of

the

Activities

council,

and

Senior
Campus

Service,

editor

of

and

the

1946 year book, the Daytonian.
Eleanor Kurtz, junior arts student, vice-president of the junior

class, president of the Alpho Rho
Tau coed club, and organizer of
the Flyers’ Hangar.
Joseph Mori, junior electrical engineer, member of the Campus
Board of Activities Service and
member of the Daytonian staff.
Mary Cotterman, senior arts student, a member of
dramatic club, Gama

chorus, Exponent
honor society.

WHO’S WHO AMONG
| U. D. STUDENTS

dents
in American
and Colleges.” Nine

dent

president

en-

Brother ‘Thomas Price, S.M., of
the department of English, was the

General of the Society of Mary, in

as a research chemist.
DeSales
Powell, instructor in
sociology and philosophy, received
his bachelor and master’s degree
from Georgtown. He has also pursued studies at Toronto, Columbia, and Fordham.

Katherine

student, president of the University
mathematics club and a member
of the Phi Chi science club.
Ada Kay Bomford, president of
the U. D. women students, senior

er at the dads
of Chaminade

system.

filiated with the Standard Oil Co.

society.

vice-president of the Upsilon Delta

a master’s degree from Ohio State
University. He taught for a num:
ber of years in the public school

He holds his doctor’s degree from
Northwestern and he has been af-

ber of the Alpha Sigma ‘Tau honor

education was the principal speak-

also spoke before the Newman
Study Club at the Loretto on February 4.
The Marianists of the University
faculty gave a farewell dinner to
Brother Bernard T. Schad, S.M.,
the
newly
appointed
Inspector

Dr. Robert Kuder is scheduled to
teach in the chemistry department.

dents are Daytonians, and one, Allan Braun, is from ‘Troy, Ohio.
‘hese ten students are:
Alice Millar, senior arts student,
first coed president of the student
council, vice-president of Alpho
Kho ‘Tau coed club and a mem-

Kenneth

the Thespian
Chi, women’s

staff,

Trimbach,

and

the

junior elec-

trical engineering student, _ president of the men’s chorus, and
member of the student council.

Biographies

of

these

students

will appear in “Who’s Who” which
will be published in the spring.

The students were chosen on the
qualities of leadership, scholarship

Dr.

DELTA

Florence

Wagner,

Montgomery County Home
nomics and Dietics Association
the Upsilon Delta Chi home
nomics club of the University.
menu-planning class of U. D.

Ecoand
ecoThe
serv-

ed a dinner for the speaker and
the officers of the associations. Afdinner

Dr.

Wagner

met

with the members of Upsilon Delta Chi to discuss positions for home

economics
SIGMA

department graduates.
DELTA

Guest speaker at the January 17

partment of Miami Valley Hospital, who spoke on “X-ray Education’.
CLUB

Newly elected officers of the
University of Dayton men’s glee
club are Kenneth
dent;

Giles

Trimbach,

Scott,

Chaminade,

vice-president;

ENROLLMENT

Europe” to be delivered by Frank J.

With the new semester the enrollment rose to about 950 students. Of this number about 375

Australia in 1897 and is a graduate

are new

students,

mostly veterans.

PAPAL

BLESSING

FOR

U. D.

Sheed on March 3, 1946, at the
Biltmore. Mr. Sheed was born in
of the Sydney University. Later
he went to London and founded

the publishing house of Sheed and
Ward. Besides being a publisher
he

Recently Father Renneker _ received a letter of thanks from the
Office of the Secretary of State of
His Holiness, Pope Pius XII, for
a modest offering made to His Holiness.
Following is a quotation

from

the letter:

Pontiff,

“The

greatly

has

tensively.
speaker.

appreciating

DAY

The annual student
assembly
honoring Father William Joseph
Chaminade, founder of the Society
of Mary, under whose auspices the
University of Dayton is conducted,
was held in the U. D. auditorium
on January 22. Father Charles Presinger, S.M., of the history department, spoke on the biography of
Father Chaminade recently completed by Katherine Burton, and
Father Edwin Leimkuhler, head of

the department of religion, spoke
on the cause of Father Chaminade
at Rome. Vocal and instrumental

lectured

ex-

He

has addressed

over 3,-

ings in the past fifteen years.
“

¥

Bie

votion, bids me convey to you as
President, and through you to all
the generous donors, the senti-

ments

of His

gratitude

for their

gift.
“The Holy Father, while thank-

ing you, bids me to assure you of
His special interest in the welfare
of your esteemed University, and
as a token of his paternal solicitude
and bencvolence, He most cordially bestows on you, the faculty and

students,

His Apostolic

Blessing.”

ORGANIZATIONS
THE CAMPUS

ON

Maurice Reichard
Gamma Chi—Women’s chorus, director, Mrs. Sears
W. A. A.—Women’s Athletic Association

Alpha Rho Tau—Arts division, women

Beta

students

Epsilon
dents

Sigma—Women

of business

Phi

stu-

division

Epsilon Gamma—Women

students

dents of education division
Chi—Women students of science division

Sigma Delta

Pi—Pre-med

society

CABOS— Catholic aetway Board
of Service
International Relations

FIRST

NIGHTER

The annual school play is being
presented

to a full house.

Every-

one in the cast has worked so hard
and rehearsed so long to make this
play

a_

success.

The first act has finished and the
play is in the second scene of the
second act. Almost time for me
to appear on the stage. Am I nervous? No — I should be used to

Thespians—Dramatic club, director,

Reichard,

and

He is an unusually able

000 street-corner and indoor meet-

this

CHAMINADE

Mauricie

written

Supreme

head of the department of music.

Mr.

LECTURE

The first season of the University
Lecture season will come to an end
with the “Church in Present-Day

For the benefit of the new students we print the list of the organizations on the campus.

of

LAST

sic department of the University.

presi-

Norman
Foy, _ secretary-treasurer.
The glee club is under the direction

THE

were

expression of filial loyalty and de-

PI

meeting of the Sigma Delta Pi premedical society was Dr. George Nicoll, head of the roentgenology de-

GLEE

Father

head of

Miami University, spoke before a
joint meeting of the Dayton and

the

of

CHI

the home economics department of

ter

niece

offered by the students of the mu-

and promise of future success.
UPSILON

selections from Cecile Chaminade,

Club

this.

Just think of this as another

rehearsal and forget that the crowd
is out front. I hope I don’t look
too ridiculous in this costume. It
fits nicely. Looks like a nice audience.
They laugh at the right
places too. Bill should punch out
his lines a little better. Mary is
doing better
than
I thought.

There goes Ken doing what we
told him not to do. Won’t he ever
learn?
O well, I should worry.
They’re building up well for my entrance. After all, it’s one of the important parts of the play.
The
whole scene hinges around it. It’s
true I haven’t much to say, but - - -

Better time it right
the right effect.
come soon - - ~- “Madam, dinner
Whew!

or it won’t have
My cue should
Now!
is served.”

That’s over with.
—JosePH Mort
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Student Essays...
A VISIT TO THE
DAYTON ART INSTITUTE

they

My comments are not made from
the point of view of one who has
made a thorough study of the architecture, progress or opportunities
offered to Daytonians. Rather my
point of view is that of a casual
observer and of one who has visited the Institute infrequently during
the past ten years. Perhaps for that
reason I have noticed the radical
change from a beautiful monument
to arts and culture with silent halls
and whispering onlookers to a still
beautiful building that is immensely enjoyed by peoples of all tastes.
‘They have learned not to be afraid
of raising their voice for fear of destroying the silence and of reverberating an echo here and there.
The current interest at the Art
Institute is the Dayton local artists

exhibition where one can enjoy the
efforts of neighboring citizens if
not always with an aesthetic sense,
at least with a sense of humor.
The permanent exhibitions are
not always limited to works of contemporary artists and originals of
old masters,

but include models

of

famous Greek statuary which are
placed advantageously in various
locations of the building. The miniature zoo attracts many children
who would not otherwise have
much interest in the Institute. Of
course the smaller animals have to
bear up under a constant amount
of teasing from the younger set.
The honey-bear which is now in

the height of her popularity probably endures the attention of her
visitors with less fortitude than do
the other animals. The mischievous children delight in annoying

her and the shrieks can be heard
in the building.

In the rear of the building is an
enclosure which contains a number
of strange and unusual animals.

They seem

to be accustomed

to

the curious gaze of people because
Page. twenty
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invariably return one’s

stares

but at the same time keep away
a safe distance.

at

The strange birds are another
point of interest that enhance the
various rooms where they are placed. Some of the hardier ones are
given the freedom of the courtyard and their brilliant plumage
forms a decorative note against the
stone walls and green lawns. They
incidentally make wonderful ob-

jects of chase for little boys whose
parents are not around.
‘There are numerous authentic
pieces of furniture from the sixtenth century which are interesting because of the hand carving
and the massiveness which are
characteristic of that period. Other
periods are represented by a finer

carving,

polish

and

finish.

Even

after two or three centuries the
beauty of some of the pieces would
blend in with modern homes of
today.

In a first floor gallery the new
city-wide improvement plan is explained by maps of Dayton, charts,
and photographs of the areas which
are to be abolished or remodeled.
This array gives one a very vivid
picture of the slum sections and

the

proposed

plan

for improving

them.
The Chinese Temple is a very
unusual
feature
which
attracts
many visitors. The entrance to the
temple and various parts of the
wall have been imported from
China after their existence there
for many hundreds of years. Inside
an adjoining roomy in the temple
are three goddesses which the ancient Chinese worshipped. All this

is guarded

by a group of parrots

that seem very calm and undisturbed by the proximity of human be-

ings.

Having

had the experience

of being chased out of the temple
some years ago I usually step wari-

ly and carefully around the parrots.
The incident I mention makes me
wonder

why

I did not fight back

bravely. But who would dare to
argue with a vicious, sharp-beaked
parrot that was delightfully nipping
my ankles, while I tactfully tried to
apologize for disturbing his solitude. The present inhabitants of
the temple seemed to be pleasantly doped or else have learned to
restrain
their impulses, because
they sat quietly and sleepily on
their perches occasionally lifting an
eyelid to see if they were being admired.
It is my personal observation
that the Art Institute has lost that
cold studious atmosphere which
surrounds most public buildings of
this type and has adopted one of
friendly informality. I believe that
more people enjoy it and the
crowds which visit it today attest
to the fact that it has become a
favorite place to spend a Sunday
afternoon.
—Rvutu THunn
I COLLECT

6 REE?
RECORDS

Music is at the center of human
life: it changes life; it awakens a
craving for artistic expression; it
makes individuals more friendly; it
makes it easier to work harmoniously with others, so genuine, so
fine, that because of its variety
and purity, it reaches down deep
into the soul. Music lifts the individual human being above the

hum-drum of daily life , soothes
him when pain of existence would
otherwise

be

too

intense,

and

_af-

fords a medium of expression and
the joy of being alive; therefore I
collect records.
Record collecting is the hobby

of my whole
two-year-old

collection

family.
brother,

of nursery

From
who

has

rhymes

my
his

and

his own player, to my father, who
dotes

on

evervone

Beethoven

has his own

and

Haydn,

type of re-

cording tastes and collections. My
(Continued

on Page 24)

NUTR

ANPUS
Coming up and rating top billing this, the February who’s-who
and what’s-what column of the U.
D. campus, is a heart-felt “Hello”
to all the veterans and new students. ‘io you who have registered
as “frosh”, I, speaking for the student body, hope with all my heart

that our alma

mater

will furnish

the setting tor sanve of your most
pleasant experiences and memories,
and to you who are renewing old
acquaintances as sophs, juniors, or
seniors, we say welcome back, profitable studying, and many happy
days. And have you noticed, (old
timers), a certain something about
the campus atmosphere. A glow, a
shining warmth, or an undercur-

rent of excitement.

I feel positive

I’ve found what it is. It’s U. D.
opening welcome arms to her boys
who’ve temporarily wandered but

who have come back to her warmth
and love. That’s her smile and her
love for her sons that you feel.
She’s happy. Contagious, isn’t it???

There

is another feeling too, a

rather giddy feeling. For example,
Thursday the seventh, I was walking

down

the

hall,

when

in

the

distance I saw two of our pretty
coeds (Mary Wolfley and Mary

Ann

Shaw

to be exact),

leaning

weakly against the wall and shaking their heads in a feeble manner.
At the first glance I thought they

must have been suddenly struck
with a strange malady, but when
I got close, I could hear them mutter almost inaudibly, “Men, men,
men all over the place. ‘Tall men,

short men, men with shoulders, it
doesn’t seem possible, I must be
dreaming, men, oh-h-h” and then
they staggered on down the hall.—

See what I mean???
You
grow

know
too

old

we

never

for games.

seem

to

Now

if

you were to ask Gloria Colp and
Eve Boyer what their favorite game

was, they would cry “Bridge, bridge,

hurrah for bridge,—do you want to
be a fourth?” ‘hen if you could
stop some of the fellows on their
way to the men’s lounge, say Bill
Porter,

Bob

Buehler,

or Jack Daw-

seem to flit around in your tummy
whenever the receiver of your wor-

ship appears, leaving the rest of the
world behind to its routine while
two hearts meet secretly on a piece

son for instance and pop the in-

of sunbeam—all these seem to pre-

terrogative, they would be torn between the devil and the deep blue
sea, or, pinochle and pool. But
question Willie Bath, Willie Ginn
or Jake Streble, and there won’t be

vail for certain couples on our campus. Isabel Klopf and Oley seem

a moment’s hesitation as they pull
out their favorite milk-bottle and
tell you to get the girls in a circle.
“Yep,” they say, “nothing like a

to be an example of these symptoms. Ah! Love shall survive all
—even the nervous strain of exams
and the waiting for grades. ‘Then
we see quite frequently Chuck and
Mary
Cotterman.
Confidentally

I’m not ’zactly sure what style of

the

puppy-love this is. Betty Daw and
her Johnny represent the more
quiet, devoted division of mutual

Say, I’m willing to bet my last
pair of nylons that most of you
don’t realize the unequaled talent
that is floating around this school.

admiration. It’s wonderful. They’re

nice

vigorous

game

of Spin

Milkbottle.”—Uh-huh!!!

Now

to cite specific personalities,

let us take

those

three masculine

Pavlovas, those three specimens of
ethereal,

exquisite,

grace

who

are

masquerading under the unartistic
names of George Metjaka, Bill
Walsh,

There

and

Joe

is a rumor

Cunningham.

that

the Ballet

Russe has been clamoring for them
for

months,

school

but

spirit,

are

they,

with

refraining

true
from

careers until they have

that sheep

skin

since

in hand.

However,

true

genius and beauty should not be
hid but brought forth for the enjoyment of others, our talented laddies will present an Adagio in the
musical comedy “Fifty-four Yards
of Cheesecloth.’—Comrades I am
telling you, that is one bit of en-

seen rolling around town in his hil’
Ford. But Gee Mitchell and Elaine
Whalen — golly-gee-all-whiz!
so
steady yet not at all apathetic.

“Ideal” is what I’d call it. Please
Santa! Next Christmas may I receive someone like that!
Cars on campus! How perfectly superstupencollosperfevous!
(It
‘aint’ in the dictionary). Kenny Arkenberg plays chauffeur continually, and Norm Foy isn’t excluded.
Nor are Dave Borchers, Emmet
Campbell, Gloria Colp, Miriam
Keim, Joe Bath, Harriet Theodose,
Francie

Sloan,

Charlie

and

Bob

Sherman, Ann Burns, Charlies Kinniger and Hockwalt, Bob
Bill Leonard, and—whoof!

Guerra,
ran out

of breath (this never happened
before; can’t understand it!) Want

not

a ride downtown? The process is
simple. You begin by rushing into

Neither fire nor water nor final
exams can stop love. The typical
symptoms of this thing called love
are large, rather moist and unseeing spaniel-eyes, minds that turn
from classroom’s lengthy lectures

ing your departure. No one hears,
it seems, so you go out of the cafe.
(Let
nothing
discourage
your
plans.) The parking lot is the next
stop. This is to be sure there are
no cars leaving at the moment.
Slowly you walk down the street

to memories of that chat over the

toward

tertainment that

you

should

miss!

marshmallow sundaes last Saturday

night,

the

usual

butterflies

that

the cafe after class, loudly proclaim-

the

bus

line,

determined

that the bus is your last resort to

travel.

Frequently you throw pro-
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longed

glances

at the cars still in

the lot. By the time you reach the
bus stop you will probably have

hailed several of the above students, who, driving, seem: not to
hear the atomic yelps. Finally, one
of the

students,

his

or

her

heart

reaching out to your frozen state
of being, will stop, open a window,
and

ask

in

a

questioning

in the arcade,
really poppin’

it tonight!

Gil

Joe!

Room-

mates,

Practical and

Imprac-

too.

and

tical Jokers, Inc. Jokes for every
occasion. Jokes for any price. Big
jokes, lil’ jokes—and

jokes.
tricks

medium

Chair tricks and

—

anything.

size

cigarrette

Alumni

Hall’s

really sizzlin’, ’do believe. Thing
is though, who’s going to wear out
first? Gil and Joe and their audience? (Place your bets here, chillun.)
Here’s a giggle gob of gab.
Baujan

nie -can’t-help-dancin’- Winkleman
if she’d teach his football players
Bonnie, after re-

covering from the shock of hearing
the word “man,” grinned and said

“Sure.” This student’s making sure
to be Johnny-on-the-spot next year

when that class takes place. Golly!
during

the

war

girls

were

taking

masculine courses—but this! This is
too much!
Charlotte Suman’s all beamy and
gleamy. You see, her fella, who’s
stationed at the Field will be here

for another eight months.
Mary Rose Keville finally bought
a copy of the multi-mutilated song

“Heart and Soul.” What a surprise! It has a middle part! Another

current

much-murmurred

piece is “You Won’t Be Satisfied.”
Shirley

Duerr,

Elly

Rettig,

Norm

Pudzinski and Dick Barr are heard
to go around the halls softly crooning it. Mighty purty.
Have you noticed what a good
time Frank Tanzy seems to get out
Page
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turbed. He usually wears a lovable,

realizes that through the bitterness

crooked grin and can generally be
caught teasing an unfortunate victim about some misdeed. Count
him in on the list of swell fellows.

of forced absence he appreciates
the peace and happiness of home.
—Berry Burnett

An’ I’m not just blowing my top,
pop.
Isn’t it positively amazing

how

much time and space I manage to

waste? All the time it’s ya-ta-ta
ya-ta-ta. My feelings are deeply
hurt. NO one’s done anything
scandalous. How depressingly dull.
Look!

I’ve got to dig up some dirt

somehow.

Aw,

come

on.

suicide or something.

Commit

Why

don’t

I take my own advice? Are you
crazy or something?
Until next
time, have a happy new semester.
An’, try, please, not to be so angelic, Sylvester!

x
HOW

*
WE

x

ran his

fingers over the

keys

of

the piano,
“Gosh,

it is

good

to

be

back

again. Everything looks the same
as always. All I want now is to get
into some civilian clothes. It’s
been a long time.”

Lyle asked about the neighbors
and if dad had sold his old car. He
admired the new drapes and ran

St

VIRGINIA
My sister was a very brilliant girl
through all her years in school. I
was two years behind her and she

was

always

which

setting

I was

goals

for

me

never able to attain.

She worked very hard at studying

and had great difficulty understanding the various subjects but
the results of strenuous and earnest
labor were not in vain. At
the
end of her high school she received
a four year scholarship to our
church college in Illinois. Our
family was one of little means and
although it meant sacrificing for
all of us we felt she must have the

chance
LIVE

(Continued from Page 17)

Mr.

chuckled as he asked Bon-

ballet next year.

with clean white sheets and warm
blankets. He is home again and he

tone,

“Want a lift downtown?” Make
way, brother, ’cause I really tear
up that pavement to the car!
Set up the stand
mother, ’cause I’m

of life in general? I don’t believe
I’ve seen him angry or really per-

she so rightly deserved.

She had
ambitions
four tough
work that

all the incentives and
it would take for the
years ahead. She secured
summer preceding her

freshman year. It was also necessary for her to obtain some type
of work at the college to help pay
her expenses.

Virginia was unable to join a sorority which

every

girl

seems

to

think today is so necessary for her

well-being.

But seeing far

ahead,

realized

she

that

enough
these

so-

“to just get

cial societies were merely secondary to what she sought.

propped his feet on the stool. Anyone could tell he was glad to be

Her
sacrifices
and
hardships
were not in vain for she graduated
with honors and was made a mem-

his hands

over them

the feel.” He sat in the big red
chair in the living room and

back to a state of freedom again.
Mother

and

made

prepared

the

fried

potatoes

chicken

just the

way he always liked them. She set
a large glass of cold milk before
him and said there was plenty more

ber of the national dramatic society, Scarlet Mask. On receiving her
diploma she was offered the posi-

tion of assistant to the professor
of piano. This was not accepted.

Her ambition was to teach underprivileged children.
Accepting a

in the refrigerator. Then for dessert
she brought a fresh apple pie she

position on a high school staff she
taught in a mining town. In this

had

capacity her true goal was achieved,

baked

just

that

morning.

He spent his first day at home.
He will sleep in a nice warm bed

that of helping

towards

the goal

she was fortunate to attain.
—FRrRances SHANK

Tee

enjoying her pet Monday

night program —‘“The

Hour,”

bringing

Telephone

the world’s

best-

loved music performed by the world’s
finest artists. For real listening pleasure, join Janey every Monday night
at 9. Consult

your

local paper

for

the station bringing you ‘“The Telephone Hour.”
P. S. You’ll want to join Janey in her
career

choice

telephone

too;

work.

employment

she’s going
Consult

our

into
local

office for your oppor-

tunities in this interesting business.

(ZA) TELEPHONE CO.
GEIR

TUNE

IN “THE TELEPHONE
Mondays

WTAM

e WLW

at

e WSPD

9

HOUR”

P.M.

¢e WHIZ

e WLOK

"AGeoed

QVasirts

Ware

3

THE

leveled a wave in return which suddenly broke into strange frantic sig-

HOOSIER

(Continued from Page 9)

when you go to church in your
high buildings, mister, I'll betcha
you can almost reach out and touch
God, huh? Gee, wouldn’t that be
swell.” Under the ol’ straw my

naling. “Hey mister,’ he shouted,
“my ol’ straw . . . you forgot to
take it off.’ Then
he grinned,

“Keep it willya, mister.”

gaze swung down the tracks with
his words and melted in the lofty

blue

that

seemed

to

father

the

whole countryside in its arms. In
all of it, its perfection was marred
singly by the simple bell tower of
the

church,

molded

out

of.

the

same heavenly hue. The kid’s drawl
speeded suddenly to a stammer as
he persisted in keeping my attention. “And when night comes, you
have just millions of lights that

flash on and off and tell you what

kind of ice cream to eat. We

only

have stars, but sometimes my sis
and I sit on the front porch, and
play like they’re wonderful lights.”
He shifted lazily to a sitting position, propped his arms a distance
behind him, and with an abrupt
bounce upward, he was beating at
the same worn spot of his jeans,
but still in awe of the big city
glories he neglected getting my

“okey.”

He

stooped

to

gather

handful of dirt, and stood

sifting

it between

his

fingers

his nose, looking

rolled off.

the use of our wealth and the improvement of industry we have
made known the American way of
life.
The Americans are a great people, but much of the credit of the
success of our country lies with the
minorities. Ours is a land of friction and disagreement. It is on
this we base our unity. Each group
contributes its share in a certain

field and no two groups are in accord.

Out

I jerked at the bag. “Hadn’t noticed, kid, forgotten a little.” The
train plowing toward me scooped
back the blue with its snorts of

com-

petition we are kept on the alert.
The party in power must watch
the criticism of the other groups.
May we be tolerant of the differences between us that we may
build a better America.
—Emrren McKenpry

ato
STUDENT ESSAYS

at

as a freckle had

of this clash and

must

be _ purchased

with a “personalized commentary”
which calls for an estimate of the
mechanical,

the

artistic,

and

the

black smoke, yet by the time, it
had bloated a last mouthful of

economic

elements represented in

a

recording.

steam there was only a tell-tale
thread of grey fringing the sky. I
push the youngster back and _ his
handful of dirt emptied in my

ly in all respects; for instance, the
orchestral work An American in
Paris was transcribed by the com-

trouser cuff. Heaving

the bag on

the step, I swung on behind, but a

wisp of blue caught at my heart. I
turned and waved at the youngster

swinging his arms calmly by his
side, digging in the sand with the
same illustrious big toe. The corners of my mouth winked, “Bye

kid,” and they tipped
my

ears,

“Bye
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Son.”

even
The

with
hoosier

given

Duplications

should be considered comparative-

poser George Gershwin conducting
an unknown symphony orchestra
and also by Paul Whiteman conducting his own orchestra.
The

version by the composer is nearly
a dozen years old; thus it is a
feeble and lusterless recording, an
example of the recording being

done at that time.

For the novelty

of the

Gershwin

record by

‘The

immaculately

pure

and beautifully rounded, the distinction of detail is extraordinary
and unremitting, the amount of
resonance is remarkably just. Similarly, the cello is unfailingly recognizable as such, with never a possible confusion with a double bass
or viola. This solo instrument is
much too forward for the ultimate
justice to this piece, but in terms
of pure sound the experience is a
deeply satisfying one. The surfaces
are not as noise-free as possible but
they are certainly inoffensive.
“Serious music” is not an estimate of the end product but a description of artistic intent and the
technical integrity with which it
was composed. I consider all of Johann Strauss, his most famous being The Blue Danube, serious
music, but very little of Oscar

Straus, composer of the Chocolate
Soldier.
My favorite foreign
Beethoven’s

collection consists of a wide variety — ranging from the highest in
classical works to the latest in
jazz.

record

are

Fuermann, and

Orchestra.

recording is

the Budapest Quartets’ complete
and insuperable interpretation of

(Continued from Page 20)

A

Philadelphia

sonorities

SPEAK

through democratic cooperation in

a

easy nod, and as he wrinkled his
forehead, a drop of sweat tipped

the

(Continued from Page 16)

quietly

great distances. “Your train’s coming mister.” There was the same

Victor by Emanuel

me

FRESHMEN

self, and for the spirit and modernistic treatment by Whiteman,
I
purchased both records.
I have several records of superior quality, but I may cite the Don
Quixote by Strauss, recorded for

him-

tet.

C sharp minor

Quar-

There is an amazing blend of

recreative intention
and _ wholespirited accomplishment. There is
will and skill in this performance;
knowledge and flowering emotion;
a studied comprehension of the
composer’s idiom and a_ brilliant

correlation of it to the specifics of

this score.
Records should be handled very
carefully.
They should be kept
standing upright, fitted close together, and separated by individual
cardboards
to prevent
warping.
To retain their mellow sounds, one

should be careful not to scratch
the grooves, rub two records together, or let them become dusty.
The final and physical factor in

judging a work is the reproductive
svstem. A phonograph unit should
include an astatic crystal pickup, a

Lafayette
inch

amplifier and

speaker

a_twelve-

assembly.
—MarIAM SCHAEFER
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FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY
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Cafeteria

1703

for
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SOUTH

whole
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ADams

0905

VICTORY
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Distributing Co.
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